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All Bethany wants is an ‘A’ in her Women’s Studies class. But with a professor like Leanne Wallace? That’s all but impossible. Bethany drops by her professor’s office hours desperate for a grade change. A game of domination and submission begins between the two when Bethany realizes her strict, unrelenting professor might be more submissive in the bedroom than she is in the classroom…

Come Into My Office

by

Victoria Charlesworth

I knocked on the wooden door three more times. Come on, come on. Open up. Finally, I heard the sound of some shuffling around inside the office. Someone was definitely inside. Just open up already!

The brass antique door handle turned and the ancient door creaked open.

“Hi Professor Wallace, I’m here for your office hours.” I said, letting myself inside of the cramped, well-lit office. My Women’s Studies professor, Leanne Wallace, stood before me with that trademark ‘I don’t give a shit’ look plastered on her face. She is, by far, the absolute toughest professor I have ever had. Her class, “21st Century Womens’ Sexuality” has been near impossible to get an A in. I’ve been trying my hardest, but no matter what, Professor Wallace loves writing that huge, red ‘B’ on the tops of all of my papers.

“Hi, Bethany.” Professor Wallace says with a slight smirk. Every week, without fail, I go to her office hours to argue for a better grade or try and convince her to let me do so extra credit. “What is it this week? Let me guess... you think you deserve an A- instead of a B+ on last week’s journal assignment?”

She can read me so well. I sigh and nod as I drop down into a stiff wooden chair in front of her desk. There’s stacks and stacks of books piled around the room, some so tall I’m afraid they’d crush us if they were to fall. Leanne slides into her own chair behind her desk. She’s tall and lanky and although I’m not positive, I think she might be a lesbian. I can’t say exactly why I get that vibe from her, but she’s always wearing all-black and usually a turtleneck or a loose fitting t-shirt and jeans.

“Yep, you guessed it.” I say with a small laugh. “I just... I know I’ve told you before, but I really, really need an A in your class.”

“An A is extremely hard to get in my class, Bethany. I think you know that by now. It’s reserved for the most excellent of work. Don’t get me wrong. You’re very close, but...”

“Is there anything? Anything at all I can do to bring the grade up? You know I’m open to rewriting, or extra credit, or–”

“Bethany, come on. You know I don’t do extra credit in this course. All I can say is you need to just try harder.”

I chew on my bottom lip in thought. I thought this might happen. Thank god I came up with a contingency plan. Although, if this goes wrong, I very well could get kicked out of university... I buck up my courage and stand up from my seat. Then, I lean over onto the desk and put my face as close to hers as possible. “Are you sure there isn’t... anything I can do?”

Leanne stares at me for many moments in a tense, uncomfortable silence. Then, she leans forward slightly.

“Get out of my office.”

“What?” I mumbled, pulling back a little.

“I said get out, Bethany. What you just suggested is not only ethically inappropriate, it’s against university policy. Both of us could get into very serious trouble for something like that.”

Quickly, I get off the desk and lock the office door. That way no one can disturb this sensitive conversation. “Just relax. Listen to me.”

Leanne rolls her eyes and sits back in her chair slightly. “You have two minutes.”

“I’m just saying that... “ I meander over to her side of the desk and take a seat on the edge. We’re just a foot or so apart now. “I’ve thought about you a lot this semester, Professor Wallace. I’ve watched you lecturing and... thought a lot of things I’m not supposed to think about. Like... what you taste like. What you look like under your clothes. How you like to be fucked...”

Leanne remains silent, listening carefully but saying nothing.

I slide closer to her and place my hand on top of hers. “Maybe there’s something missing in your life... something you’re craving, something that I can help you with...”

Leanne shuts her eyes momentarily. When she opens them again, there’s hunger in them. She’s thinking of something. I must have hit a nerve. “The only way I would give you an A in this class is if I were forced to.”

For many moments we look at each other, sizing one another up. She wants me to force her to do it, to dominate her into doing what I want. Well, well, well, the professor wants her power taken away, does she? That I can certainly do.

“Hmmm.” I hum. “Sounds like you would need to be blackmailed into doing it. And what kind of blackmail would convince the university’s prized women’s studies professor to give me an A? Ooh, I know! Pictures of you being fucked like a dirty little slut. Doing the degrading things that your teachings explicitly prevent you from doing...”

Leanne licks her bottom lip and I know I’ve got her. She nods once. I can feel her gaze buckling under mine. I take a chance and grab onto her chin with my hand, holding it in place. Then, I bring our faces together and kiss her with force and passion. “Get down on your knees.” I murmur.

Without protest, Leanne slides out of her chair and gets onto her hands and knees in front of me. She keeps her gaze down on the floor.

“Wow, look at you. So submissive. You’ve been dominated before, haven’t you?”

“Yes.” She answers simply, and quietly with a hint of shame in her voice. I know it isn’t true shame, though. It’s the kind of shame that gets people like Leanne very hot and bothered.

I sit myself down in Leanne’s chair and lean back. I put my feet up and place them on top of Leanne’s back, like she’s a piece of human furniture. “Now, let’s see... we need to take some pictures of you doing some pretty degrading things. I have a feeling you like to be tied up, don’t you?”

Leanne answers quietly again. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” I prod her, digging my heel into her back slightly.

“Yes, I like to be tied up.”

“Wow, a Women’s Studies professor, all tied up and fucked. Who would have thought? What else do you like, Professor Wallace? Do you like to be gagged?”

“Yes.” She answers again. “I like to be gagged, blindfolded, and fucked from behind. I like to be denied orgasms. I like to be teased and tortured.”

“Wow. You really are a submissive, aren’t you? Do you like to have your ass spanked like a naughty little girl?”

She nods again, “Yes.”

“Well,” I purr, “we might have to improvise a little bit, but I think we can make all of that happen. For now, you keep sitting right there. My feet are tired. I’m going to bring up your gradebook on your laptop here...” I reach for the mouse to her computer and find that her gradebook is open in a tab on her internet browser. “Perfect. Well, since officially you were forced to change my grade, let’s get started on that blackmail. Now, what in the world can I tie you up with?”

“Second drawer on the left.” Leanne murmurs, keeping her head low and pointed towards the ground. “There’s a spare pair of pantyhose... “

I reach down into the drawer and sure enough, there they are. “Perfect. Now, sit up for me, Professor. Put those hands of yours behind your back.”

Immediately, she does as she’s told. I wind the stretchy material tightly around her wrists, ensuring that there’s little to no give at all. Once I’m satisfied, I’m double knot it. “Hm, a blindfold and a gag. Let’s see here...” I dig through the rest of her desk drawers but find little I can use for our scenario.

“Oh!” I grab for my purse I left on the other side of the desk. Inside I have my scarf I was wearing earlier in the day. While I’m pulling it out of the bag, something catches my eye. A roll of black tape sits on the corner of her desk. “Now that I know how much of a horny slut you are, I don’t think I’ll be able to look at you the same way again, Professor Wallace.”

“Please, don’t tell anyone.” She begs me, and I can hear in her voice how much she loves this game. “You’re not going to take pictures of me like this, are you?”

“Well, it is blackmail.” I say as I bring the scarf around her eyes. I tie it off behind the back of her head. “Now, let me gag that mouth until I need it.”

I rip off a piece of the black tape and move around to face Professor Wallace. She’s trembling slightly, her breath coming in big heaving gasps. She must be really, really turned on right now. I spread the single piece of tape across her mouth and press it down hard to ensure that it sticks. “What do you think? One more? Just to keep you nice and quiet.”

“Mmmmmmphh.” Professor Wallace lets out a long, tantalizing moan. She is really enjoying this.

I rip off another piece of tape and slowly spread it across her face. I massage her face with my hand, squeezing her cheeks and chin, rubbing the tape tightly onto her mouth. “There we go. Sluts like you need to be kept quiet. Now, I think you mentioned something about pictures?”

I pull out my cell phone and bring up the camera app. I have to admit, I’m getting turned on myself. I’ve never gone this far to get a grade changed before. I snap a couple of pictures of my Professor tied up on the floor of her office, moaning pathetically up at me. I keep the volume on my phone turned up so she can hear the shutter clicking. She struggles, pulling at the bonds and sticking her chest forward towards me.

“What a good girl.” I praise her. “Now, these pictures are staying on my phone. If you don’t abide by what I tell you to do, they’ll get sent out anonymously to the university listserv. How embarrassing would that be?”

Professor Wallace shakes her head back and forth, begging me not to with unintelligible little sounds.

“Oh, yes. And don’t worry, we’re going to keep the photoshoot going. Want to have a lot of good angles.” I put my phone down for a moment and grab onto my professor’s forearms. I push her backwards and lead her down to the ground. “Get on your stomach.”

She does what I tell her to as best she can with her hands tied. Once she’s lying on her stomach, I reach around her waist and unbutton her pants. Then, I tug them off of her. Now, she’s bare assed and wearing a simple black thong. I slap her ass with the palm of my hand and she jerks and moans in response.

“Now, get that ass up in the air.” I command her. She tucks her knees in beneath her and pushes her ass further up into the air. “Very good. My little bitch is so obedient, isn’t she?” With my forefinger, I pull the thong to the side and very gently begin to stroke the outside of her asshole.

She moans appreciatively. She didn’t mention liking anal, but I have a feeling she enjoys any kind of penetration as long as someone else is in charge. Slowly, I push my finger inside of her asshole. “So tight. Let’s get a good shot of this.” I grab my camera again and take a photo of my finger inside of her ass. I slip it in further and further, then add a second finger.

“Mmmphh, mmph, mmph, mm.” She keeps moaning, pumping her ass a little to get some friction.

“I wish I would have come more prepared.” I say, sighing. “I would’ve brought some more things to fuck you with. Guess I’ll just have to improvise.” I remove my fingers from her ass and wipe them on Professor Wallace’s shirt. “You don’t mind, do you? You are just a worthless object after all...”

She groans back at me and it sounds like she’s given up completely. She is totally, utterly mine. Who knew it would be so easy to blackmail such a strong woman? “Okay, get up.” I instruct her and watch with amusement as she tries to roll over onto her side. It takes her a minute, but eventually she returns to a sitting position. I tug her up to her feet and then lead her to sit down in a nearby rolling chair which I pull up to the side of the desk beside me.

“Now, then.” I pull up the gradebook on her computer once again and then yank the blindfold off of her eyes. “You’re going to assist me in changing my grade. So, how do I do this?”

For a moment, she simply looks at me in silence. Then, she groans softly.

“Oh, whoops. Let’s get that silly little gag off of your face.” I reach over and pull the tape slowly off of her mouth. “There we go. Now my little bitch can speak again. So, where do I go?”

Leanne’s eyes scan the computer screen briefly. “Click on the column that says Journal Assignment #4. Then, click on the grade that’s already entered by your name. Now, you can type in whatever number you’d like.”

I do as she instructs, clicking on the box until the number ‘84’ disappears. “Hm. What grade do I think I deserve? Well... a 95 sounds good to me. What do you think?”

“Yes, Bethany.”

“A 95 it is.” I type in the new grade and hit enter. My overall grade changes from a B+ to an A-. “Look at that! Beautiful.”

“Bethany, please. Don’t take any more photos. If anyone ever found our that I like... that I engage in BD–”

“Ah! I don’t need your mouth anymore.” I pick up the tape gag again and quickly adhere it back onto her face. She looks down at the ground submissively. I think she wanted me to do that. “Now, my little bitch, what to do with you?”

I get up from the office chair and move to stand behind Leanne’s chair. I bring my hands around to her front and massage her breasts. They’re not very big, but clearly they’re very sensitive. She leans back into my touch. “I really like you, Professor Wallace. You’re understanding, kind. I feel like I can relate to you. I also feel like I can trust you. You’re not going to tell anyone about this little incident are you?”

“Mmm,” She mewls, shaking her head. Her eyes are shut tight as I pinch her nipples. She groans in pleasure, tipping her head back.

“Say, your nipples must be extremely sensitive. Are they?”

She nods with a short, affirmative, “Mmph.”

I reach into her desk drawer and search around for a moment. Thumbtacks, staples, and... binder clips. Jackpot. With two in my hand, I grab the hem of her shirt and pull it up over her head, exposing her breasts. Guess she decided not to wear a bra today. They were already hard from my fondling. I squeezed the binder clip open and placed it around her left nipple.

“MMMPPH!!” She cried out, her eyes widening. She bucks forward in her seat slightly and I have to put a hand on her chest to bring her back.

“Relax,” I said soothingly. “it feels good and you know it.”

She pants through the pain, her breath coming in quick, sudden spurts through her nose.

“I know you like it.” I tease her, gently maneuvering the clip around her nipple in a circle. “Here comes the next one.” Leanne struggles for a moment, looking like she might try and get up from the chair. I grab the roll of duct tape and quickly began to bind her legs together. After wrapping the tape around them a few times, I bind them around the central leg of the chair. She’s well and truly mine now. “Much better. Now, that next clip...”

I grab her right nipple in my hands and massage it for a moment before applying the next clip.

“Mmmmpphhh!” She cries out, long and low. Her eyes are huge and staring at me with a mixture of appreciation, fear, and hunger. I grab my phone and take another couple of photos of her. “Another couple of photos for the collection.”

I sit down on the edge of the desk and just look at her, laughing at her, smirking down at her with a holier-than-thou glower. I push my foot up onto the edge of the chair she’s tied to and press my toes up against her pussy. Even through my socks I can feel that she’s warm and moist. “You said you liked being denied orgasms, hm?”

Leanne’s eyes travel up to mine and I can tell she’s still processing the pain of the clips on her luscious breasts. She does nothing, playing the part of a submissive little toy oh so well. I wriggle my toes around a little more, pressing them up against her clit, working them like I might work my fingers inside of her.

“Well, that’s good news for me. I don’t have to make you cum then. I can just leave you here on your own and you’d have a blast.”

She moans out a soft groan of pleasure and I can tell she likes having someone to tease her and make fun of her. She pushes her hips forward slightly, as much as she can while they’re bound to the chair.

“Oh, you want some more?” I coo at her. I pull my foot away and shake my head at her. “No. You don’t get pleasure. This is blackmail, remember?”

Leanne sighs and sits back in the chair, her eyes moving down to the floor like an obedient little puppy.

“No, here’s what we’re going to do. You, Professor Wallace, are going to pleasure yourself. That’s the only way you’ll get pleasure from me. I’m going to tell you what to do and you’re going to do it to yourself. You did say we’d get in big trouble if the university ever found out what we’re doing here, right? Well, this way, I’m not involved. You’re just masturbating in front of a student.”

Leanne groans into her gag a little and I can tell she’s hungry for whatever is coming next. She’ll do anything to get a little release. I move around to the back of her chair and pull her right hand out of the bindings keeping her wrists together. I tie the left one to the back of the chair with the pantyhose.

“Go on. Touch yourself.” I instruct her, moving to sit in front of her again. “Pull your panties to the side and run two fingers up through your wet slit.”

Her eyes move up to mine as if asking for permission. I nod again.

Slowly, Leanne shifts her free hand to her pussy and does what I instruct her to do. She pushes two fingers through her wet folds and I see her face immediately change as pleasure surges through her.

“Rub your clit.” I say. “Give it a few circles with the tips of your fingers. Put a little pressure on it.”

Again, she shuts her eyes in what can only be ecstasy as she touches herself.

“Get some of your wetness from your cunt and drag it up throughout you, up to your clit, lubricate it a little. Then stick two fingers up inside of yourself.”

Leanne continues to be extremely obedient and little moans of pleasure continue to come out of her. I’m really enjoying this position of authority, telling my Professor what to do, watching her as she pleasures herself.

“Okay, fuck yourself now. Ride those fingers.” I lean up against the desk and take out my phone. I take a few more pictures of her. These are particularly damning as they show her willingly touching herself.

Leanne does as she’s told and rides her own fingers, fucking herself, penetrating herself on my command. Her cries are getting louder and more spirited. She’s going to cum soon, I think.

“Back to your clit now. Give it as much attention as you can. Rub that little pleasure center until you cum, Professor. Rub it for me. Give it all you’ve got. Let me hear you cum.”

Her fingers work faster and faster, circling her clit madly, like it’s all that matters in the world. Her face is contorted into a mask of pleasure and pain. She loves it. She absolutely loves it.

“Mmmmmppphh!” She cries out as her body suddenly goes stiff. I see a couple of tremors pass through her and then she relaxes fully, falling limp in her chair.

“Wow.” I whisper, nodding. “That was really good, Professor.” I pull up the photos I’ve taken on my phone and show them to her, scrolling through them quickly. “There’s some really good shots in here. I guess I don’t need to tell you that these photos are mine and I can do whatever I please with them. And if anyone finds out that I pressured you into changing my grade, well... the University Dean will be seeing these. Understand?”

Leanne nods numbly at me and I can see in her eyes that she’s basking in some major afterglow.

“Alright, then. Well, gotta go. I have a class at 4:30 PM. See you on Friday, Professor!” I slip back into my student persona, my voice light and airy as I gather my purse and leave my still partially bound and gagged professor alone in her office. I wave at her as I leave and shut the door behind me. All I can say is that I can’t wait to see my grade for next week’s paper assignment.
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